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Juſt as the Maggot bites, I take my way— 
To Painters now my court reſpectful pay; 

Now (ever welcome I), on the Muſe's Wings, 

Drop in at Vindſor, on the beſt of KINGS; 

Now, at St. Fames's, about HANDEL prate, 

Hear Odes, ſee Lords and e and Imile at State. 
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A DVERTIS EME N T. 
REA DER, 


I THINK it neceſſary to inform thee, 
if thou haſt not read Mr. WARTON's Ode, 
that I mean not to ſay that he hath, otidem 
verbis, ſung what I have aſſerted of him; I 
therefore beg that m y Ode may be conſidered 
as an Amplification of the ingenious Lav- 
AEAT's Idea. 
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Know, Reader, that the Lavazar” 8 ; Poſt 
ſublime” 
. 1 deſtin-d to ks; in handſome Rhyme, 
| The Deeds of Monarchs, twice a year: | 
If great. how happy is the tuneful Tongue | 
If pitiful—(as Shakeſpeare ſays) the Song, 
6 Muſt ſuckle Fools and chronicle Small Beer.” 
But Bards muſt take the bill with the down - 
Kings cannot always Oracles be hatching : 
Maggots are oft the Tenants of a Crown— 
Therefore, like thoſe in Cheeſe, not worth the 
N 


0 gentle Reader | i % God's good "ny 

Or (what's more ſought) good Intereſt at Court, . 
Thou gett'ſt, of Lyric Trumpeter, the Place, 

And hundreds are, like Gudgeons, gaping for' t; ; 
Hear (at a Palace if thou mean'ſt to thrive) 
And of a ſtaunch old Coachman learn to drive. 


Whene'er 
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” Wheneer emptoy'd to celebrate a a Ring, 5 


Loet Fancy lend thy Muſe her loftieſt wing— 


Stun with thy Minſtrelſy the frighten'd Sphere; 


Bid thy Voice thunder like a L my, Batteries; ; 


'F or common Sounds, conveying common F latte» | 


TICS, | ; 


Are N gn, ay to the 1 Far. 


Ke Dh ths, on Praiſe wok Monarch crams? 


Hot Spices ſuit alone their pamper'd Nature: 


Alas I the Stomach, parch'd by burning Drams, 


With e Terror ſtarts at ple Water, 


Pl is bach royal Mania "I Apjllaiſes bY ks 
And, as a Horſe-pond wide, are Monarch Maws,— 

Form'd therefore on a pretty ample ſcale: - Fs 
To ſound the decent Panegyrie Note, 


Io pour the modeſt Flatt'ries down their throat, * 


enn 9 1 dinner iy Ys en 


And mind, whene'er thou ſtrikꝰſt the TR to Ys 
To touch to Abigails of Coutts, the Strings 1 3 
Give the Queen's Toad-cater a handſome Sop, | 
And ſwear ſhe always has more Grace Fr 
Than ev'n to ſell the meaneſi Place | 
9 too, the "ORG keeps no o Tine. Stop; 
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Selts ace] like Jews in * Church-Yard their 


Ware, 


Who on each Paſſenger for Seen fare 3 1 


And, in the happy Tones of Traffick, cry, 


66 Sher ! vat you buy, Sher Madam] vat you buy * 


Thus, Reader, ends the Prologue to my Ode! | 
The true-bred Courtiers wonder whilſt I preach, — 


And, with! grave Vizards, and ſtretch'd Eyes to God, 


Pronounce my Sermon a moſt impious Speech. 
With all my Spirit Het them damn my Lays— 
A Courtier's Curſes are exalted Praiſe. 


* * 


1 HEAR a ſtartled Moralift exclaimmq 
66 Fie, PETER, PETER I fie for ſhame! 
* Such Counſel diſagrees with my Digeſtion.” 
Well! well then, my Old SOCRATES, to pleaſe. 
thee, | 
For much I'm willing of thy n to * thee, 5 
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Pl nobly take Nr other fide the „ 
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* 


| Fair Praiſe ts deln | Gold-=all ſhould $f re it 


* ry, baſe co Cheat upon the Nation 39 

| 2 IRS And yet, our Vanity doth much admire itz 
i: And really gives it al its Circulation. | 
WE: Flat ry's a fly infant ng 1 6s 


SLE De The World —a Bottle of Tokay ſo fine— s 
3 The Engine always can its Cork ſubdue, 
And make an eaſy Priv'ner'of the Wine. 


1 . FPlatt'ry's an Ivy wriggling round an Oak 

F' This Oakis often honeſt blunt JohN BuLL— 

5 Which Ivy would its great Supporter choak, 
W hilſt Jonx (fo thick the Walls of his dark Scull) 
Deems it a pretty Ornament, and ſtrut - 
Till MATER Ir. creeps wy Jonx's Guts; 


8 "nd Hoes poor thoughtleſs 1 3 a ſet of Gripes: : 
hben, like an Organ, opening all his Pipes, ED 
Joan roars; and, when to a Conſumption drain” dg 
| F inds out the Knave, his F olly entertain 4. 


— Praiſe i is a modeſt 8 Maid, 
As ſimply as a Quaker - Beauty ret 
| No Oftentation hers—no vain Parade: 
„Speer — h ! and of the feweſt Words poſſeſ 1 1 
8 7 


11 
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| et, 


4328 
Yet, heard with rey'rence when ſhe ſilence breaks, 
She dignifies the Man to whom ſhe ſpeaks. 


F LATTERY's a pert French Millener—a Jade 
Cover'd with rouge, and flauntingly array'd— 


Makes ſaucy Love to ev'ry Man ſhe meets, 


And offers ev'n her Favours in the Streets. 


And yet, inſtead of meeting public Hiſſes 
Divines ſo grave—Philoſophers can bear her ; 
What's ſtranger till, with childiſh Rapture hear 
her— | 


Nay, court the ſmiling Harlots very Kiſſes, 
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2 TS 


Ricn, as Dutch Cargoes, | from the fragrant Eaſt | 
Or Cuſftard-Pudding at a City Feaſt, 
Tom's Incenſe greets his Sovereign's hungry Noſe t 2 
For, bating Birth-day Torrents from Parnaſſus, 
And New-year's Spring- tide of divine Molaſſes, 
Fame in a N Rill to Windſor flows 1 


Poets (quoth RP Tom), 3 in ancient times, 
Delighted all the Country with their Rhymes ;j== . 
Sung Knights and Barbed Steeds with Valour big := — 
Knights who encounter'd Witches--murder'd Wi- 
zards, 


Fog 'd Pagans till they grumbled in their gizzardi 
3 with no more —— than a * | 


Knights who illumin'd anbelinving Souls 
Through pretty little well-form'd Eyelet-holes, 

By pious Pikes, and godly Lances made= — 
Tools 1 that work'd Wonders in the holy Trade: 


B 2 . With 


\ 


Wick Battſe⸗ Axes fit to Lick down Ralls; 


(-14 ) 


Ns r " _—_ 7 


And therefore qualified (I wot) full well, 
With force, the Sacred Oracles to tell 


Unto the thickeſt unbelieving Skulls: 


Knights, who, ſo famous at the Game of Tourney, 
Took boldly to the Holy- Land a Journey, 

To plant, with Swords, in Hearts, the Goſpel- Seeds; 5 
Juſt a as we hole for. Cucumbers, Hot-Beds, | 


Or pierce the Boſom of the ſullen Earth, 
To give t to Radifhiss or Onions Birth : 


—Kniabte whoawhin wimhledon the hoſtile F il p 
Ang to an Enemy oblig d to. yield. 


Could neither Leg, nor Arm, nor Neck, RARE fir 2 


Poor Devils who were like Alligators hack d, 
At length by Hammers, Hatchets, Sledges, crack'd ; 


Dragg d from their Coats of Armour—like a Lobſter. 


* 


Great (ſays the Laureat) were the Pact's Puffings 
On idle daring Red-Croſs eee * 

Wee their Childiſhneſs deſerv da Birch: 
Quoth Tox, A worthier Subject now, thank Godt 5 
Inſpires the lofty Dealer in the Ode, 

Than Blockheads b _— for Old Mother Church. 5 


Times (quath our courtly Bard) are aker'd W | 
The Pact ſcorgs what charm'd of yore the fight— 
Goths, 


% 

Gaths, Women, Vandals, Caſtles;' Horſes, Mares Pres 
The poliſh'd Poet of the preſent Day, YT 
Doth. in his taſty Shop diſplay, WY ; 

Ah! vaſtly prettier colour'd Wares, . 


The. Poet ©* moulds his Harp to Manners mild,” 

. Queth Tom—ta Monarchs, who, with Rapture witd, 
Hear their own Praiſe with Mouths of gaping Wonder, 
And catch each Crotchet of the Birth-day Thunder: 


Crotchets that ſcorn the Praiſe of common Folly-— 
Though not moſt muſica/—moſt melancholy : 

Ah! Crotchets doom'd to charm our Ears no more, 
Although by Mt. PAxsoxs ſet in ſcore; | 


Drear and eternal Silence doom'd to keep, 

Where the dark Waters of Oblivion fleep— 

To ſpeak in humbler Engliſh—doom'd to reſt, >. 
With Court Addreffes, in a muſty Cheſt. 


Yet all the Lady Amateurs declar'd, 
They were the charming. Things they ever heard? 
As for example all the Angel Givzons— 
That is, my Lady, and her Daughters fair, 
With coal-black . and ſweet Hebrew 
Air 


The > peel Produce of the two A 5 4 


—— 5 4 


N . 
„ 55 | Thus, 
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— x — — — —„— —— Een 


Tay 


Thus, i in their Vittues, Grey-hourids beſt ſucceed, ' 


When Sportſmen very wiſely croſs the Breed 


And thus, with nobler-Luſtre; ſhines the Fowl | 


Begot between a Game-Hen and an Owl. © 


Sir Samysox too declar'd, with Voice divine, 
„ Dat ſhince be haf turn Chreeſtian, and eat Hag, 


He nebber did bear Mosſbic balf ſho fine; 


No? nebber get * de en oo 


| His Gasen op Quez N8BURY EY with Eyes though | 


dim, 
And one deaf Ear, was chere in Wonder drown'd r N 


Liſt' ning, in Attitude of Corp ral Trim, x | 


He rais'd his thin grey Curl! to rn the _— 


Then ſwore hi Airs TY never meet theie 3 
But in his own immortal Glees and Catches. © 
Yet were thoſe Crotchets all condemn'd to reſt 
In the dark boſom of a "oily Cheſt 8 


. LY 


ene chat form 0 into bi | foreet OT) mo 
Ascharm'd my LAY MA xvORERSGS and Logp MAyon: - 


CE by 


Who thought (and really they were true Believers) 


The Muſic __C Marrow-bones and Cleavers. 


13 


at ! tht the. Mead Branors * no Qualms, - 
In 8 that he equalled David's Plalms; 


» 
"* 


. I; . 
But not dps in Melod y the Bell, | | 
That mournful.ſoundeth an Axcn-Bisnor's Knell: | 
Strains ! that Sir JosxyH MawzE y deem'd divine, i 
Sweet as the _— of his fatteſt Swine. 


Ev' n bent * Lens BuvDENELL s ſclf admir'd the 
Strain, 

In all the tuneful kowica of Pain; 

W ho, winking, beat with Duck-like Nods the Tune, 

Aud call'd the Muſic and the Words ſublime. | 


— re rr aro mor ney > 


Too, al "a other Lords, with Plaudits ſwarming, 
Cried Bravo! Bravo, charming! Bravo! charming! 
And Majeſty itſelt, to Muſic bred, 

Pronounc'd it, “ very, very good indeed !” 
Indulging, p'rhaps, the very nat'ral Dream, 

That all its Charms were owing to the Theme. 


Not but ſome ſmall degree of harmleſs Pleaſure 
Might in the Brace of R—y—l Boſoms riſe, 

To think they heard it without Waſte of Treaſure: 
As Sixpences are lovely in their Eyes. 


„ _— ä —ů— —ů — 


A few Months ſince, I heard a forward Dame, 
Thus, in a Tone of Impudence, exclaim 
| £ Good 


* A prodigious Amateur —without his un there can 
bd no Rehearſal. | 


1 2 3 


« Gcod God l. how Kings and Queens a Song adore? 
With what Delight they order an encore 80 
When that ſame Song, encor d, for nothing flows { * 
sf This Map am MRA to ker verſe rays.” e 


« To Windſor, ſeveral times „ and eke to Yew. 
The Ry Mandate Map AM Mag A drew. 

6c No cheering Drop was MARA aſk d to ſip 

* No Bread was offer'd to her quiv'ring Lip. 

60 Though faint, ſhe was not ſuffer'd to fit down — 
„„ Heav'n help the Grodneſs—Grandeur of the. Ci—n! 
Now tell me, Ladies, will it be beſiev'd, 

75 How ninth for es war ſhe W 4 


FF Hom much pray, think ye ifty Guincas=- 
cc No.” 
M.ocſt. furely, Forty. No, no. ”— Thirty.— 
«6 Poh}] 
# Pray; Ladies, gueſs in R 
Alas ! you jeer us Fwenty, at the leaſt; | 
No Man could ever be fo great a B=-——tE 
As not to give her Twenty for her Pain.— | | 
% To keep you then no longer in Suſpenſe, 
6 For MADAM Mana“ 8 Chaiſe hire and 8 
Note, 
Out of their wonderful Benevolence, 
«© Their bounteous Mies gave not a Groat. 


oth 1 mY 


et 


* 


(u 


er Ay le cried a ſecond Slanderer; with a Sect, 


| = I know a Story like it=You ſhall hear- We 
7 «© Poor Mxs. Sippons, ſbe was order'd out . 


To wait upon their M—j—ies, to p. 


tc To read old Shakeſpear's 4s you like it to em; 


And how to mind their Stops, and Commas, 


wh dem. BE 


ſhew 


« She read, and ſpouted—almoſt loſt bee Dhtathou 5 
< And, ſtanding all the time, was tir'd to Death; 


© Whilſt both their M—j—ies, in Royal Style, 


At perfect Eaſe were fitting all the while. 


Not offer d to her was one Drop of Beer, 


«« Nor Wine, nor Chocolate, her Heart to cheer. 


* Ready to drop to earth, ſhe muſt have ſunk, 


© But for a Child, that at the Hardſhip ſhrunk— 
« A little Pix cx, who mark'd her Situation, 
Thus, pitying, pour'd a tender Exclamation : 


La! Mrs. S1DDoNs is quite faint indeed. 


& How pale ! I'm ſure ſhe cannot longer read: 
© She ſomewhat wants, her Spirits to repair, 


* And would, I'm ſure, be happy in a Chair.” 


te What follow'd ?—Why, the R—y<—l Pair aroſe, 


„Surly enough—one fairly may ſuppoſe 3 
1 And to a Room adjoinitig made retreat, 


« To let her, for one Minute, fteal a Seat.” 


C 


cc At 


hes * At length the AQrefs 855 to read and ſ pout 

„ Where Generofity's a crying Sin: 8233 
_ & Her Curt'ſy dropp'd==was nodded W e out 

7 So nen ee rich —4⁸ rich as ſhe went in.” ö 


Sach are the Stories twain—Why, grant the rea, 
Are Paixczs , pray, like common Folks t to act . 


Should Mana call i if Cruelty, and blame hs 
Such R—y—l Conduct, I'd cty, Fie upon her . 

To Mrs. Sio bons, freely ſay the ſame 

Sufficient for ſuch People is the Ear! 


Ev'n 1. the Bazn, ; expect x no Gifts from Kines, 
Although Pre faid of them ſuch andſome Thing: 
Nay, not their Eye” 8 Attention, whoſe bright Ray | 
Would, like the Sun, illumine my poor Lay, X 
And, like the Sun, ſo kind to Procreation, $6 
Increaſe within my Brain the Maggot Nation. 
80 much for idle Tales. —Now, Mouss, thy Strain 
Digreſſive, turn to Drawing-Rooms a again. 


| Thetet too Was pia T 7, who ſcrap'd and fwd to ground , 

And whiſper'd Majeſty, *twas vaſtly fine; 

Then wiſh'd ſuch Harmony could once be found 

Where be, each Day, was treated like a Swine 

ID that Arch-fiend Cn ARLESFox, „and his vile Party, 
Villains! | in u nought but black Rebellion on hearty ; 1 


Fellows! 


* 
on 


iS 2 * 
n. 


7 To hang or e the "be Lonp' s AN: 


8 ä Wo "i un: 
. \ A / 1 
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'F los 6: wha had the Impudence to Shay.” 
The ſacred Sceptre underneath the Mace, 


And twiſted. Ropes, with Malice diſappointed, 
ED. 


To has, a tak Cas 3 ROO, N 
Donꝭt mind don't mind the r their Aim 

| % have miſs'd— | 

15 Don? t fear your Place, whilſt T am well ſupply'd— 
ve But- mind the 8 Þ of Civil Lid.“ 


5 oc wn that no KR 5 * poor upon the Globe „ 


Compare me — yes, compare me, to poor Jos. 


ce The Houſe will credit thee I know the Ninnies; ; 


6 And Wife and n are fond of Bags of Guineas.” 


& What? What, Ne We muſt hen Cother | 
« Grant. 


ce What, what ? You know that Wr my old dead 
« AUNT, 

«© Left not a Sixpence, Pir r 1 theſe Eyes to alt. 

gut from the Pariſh av d that F— at H.ſſe. 


Fc But mind LAST Sth to 0 85 oe Heartwhen dy ing, : 
] was a Nimrod ſtill—a conſtant Hunter; 


5 „And when in State as dead's a Mack'rel | ying, 


05 1 did 1 care a Button for the B.. 


%%%»; . 
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6260 
“ And three Days after my old Aunt was dead, 
Which ſome Folks thought prodigiouſly n_ 
& ] took it es took it in my Head, | 
60 To order Sir Jahn Brute at Drury-Lane. 


4 Had the reſpedied me, I do aver, 


* I ſhould have ſtay'd at Home, and choughtof Her. mw 


Lord Rochroxp too, the ecidla Youth was there, 


| Whoſe ſweet falſetto Voice is often ſported 
In Glees and Catches ; ſo that all who hear 


Delay a pretty Semi- vir nn 


Veet was there one oh much ha Day * 


Old LAX MARY Duncan (ſays Report). 

“ What, no dear, dear Caſtrato here !” ſhe ſigh'd, 

« Why then—P-x take the Voices and the Court; 
4 Then Lord have Mercy on my tortur'd Ears, 


** And ſhield me fromihe Shouts of fuch Hz-Bz ans.” 


Where, where is PACCB1BROTTY's 3 
a Strain ? 
Where RuzINELLY 8 fo ;ſlenuto Note? 


* That tickled oft my fighing Soul to Pain, 


That bade my Senſes in Elyfium float ? 


5 40 Avaunt | you vile black-bearded Rogues —avaunt! 
„ *Tis ſmoother Chins, and ſweeter Tones, I wart. 


My ' 


— 


It. 


5 


. 
G2) 

Mr Loxp or Exz TER was alſo there 

Who, marv'ling, cock'd his Time-diſcerning Ear 


\ 


To Strains that did ſuch Honour to a Throne 


There UxBR1iDGE taught the Audience how to 
think; 
With much ſignificant and knowing Wink, 
And Speeches clad in Wiſdom's critic Tone ; 
Who look'd Muſicians tbrough with half-ſhut Eyes; 
Moſt ſolemn, moſt chromatically wiſe ! 


SANDWICH, the Glory of each jovial Meeting, 
This Fiddler, now—now that, ſo kindly greeting, 
Appear'd, and ſhrewdly pour'd his Bab and bums - 
Great in Tattoo, my Lord, and Croſs-hand Roll; 
Great in the Dead-march-ſtroke ſublime of Saul; 

He beats Old * AznBRIDGE on the Kettle-Drums. 


What Pity ! to our m1litary Hoſt, 
'Fhat ſuch a charming Drummer ſhould be loft ! 
And feel through Life his Glories overcaſt 

At that dull + Board, where, never could he learn, 
Of Ships, the diff'rence between Stem and Stern, 
Hen- coops and Boats, the Rudder and the Maſt. 


Say 
* A Kettle-Drummer of great Celebrity, 
| + The Admiralty, 


(a=) 


5 S2)— "midſt the trancful Trike was e 

1 BoxxR ? | „ 

No Mon was e out fy H, AST Ns, works : 

| : Writing to Cqusix WIL I and Co. to league em 
| Againſt that Rogue, who like a Ruffian roſe, 
| 
| 
| 


And tweak'd a Bulſe of Jewels from the Noſe - 
Of Dames, m India, chriſten'd Munny Begum. 15 


1 Ev MU «nt who 8 look'd fierce as r 
On that moſt horrid Imp Six Thomas RuuxzOr p, 
| Vow'd, like a Sheep, to flea that Eaſtern Thief j— 
Till. firange good Fortune open'd Epmund's Eyes 3 


| Ohl! then he heard of Ix MOC ENCE the Cries, 
| And, like Jeunet, 182 his Old Belief. 
| a Vet, let ſome Praiſe for Mou? 8 88 paſs 


Ĩ0 thatgreat Wonder-orker, SAINT Dunn As. 


e e one ti Ir Hos ee 
— = — 
0 
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Ed MUND ! who battled hard for Powers? 8 Life, | 

| And {wore no Man, i in Virtue, e er went further 1 
Io prove which Oath, this PowE LI took a Knife, 
And mage the Wars believe it, hy Self- Murthere 
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; Redo downke 1 give thee a ſmall Ode 3 
Made when vile Tirroo Sais | in Triumph rode, 
And play'd the Devil on our Indian Borders, 61:0 

5 5 MF Perſon, « or by vile Satanic Orders: =, 
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When Mr. Buzxe, ſo famond for fine Speeches, 
From Trofe to Trope, a downright Rabbit, ſkipping, 


Meant, School-boy like, to take down HasTinGs” 


Breeches, 


And give the OG GoverxoR a Whipping ? 


If rightly, Reader, I tranſlate thy Phiz, 
Thou fmiPſt Conſent.—I thank thee-—Here it is. 


But mark my Cleanlineſs ere I begin: : 

Know, I've not caught the Iteb of Party-Sin. 

To Pir r, or Fox, I never did belong: 

TroTH, TRur Rg! ſeek—ſohelp me, Gop or Sox cd! 


P'rhaps, to a Heathen Oath thou may'ſt demur - 
Well then—Suſpicion that I mayn't incur, 
But, like a Chriſtian ſwear—1 do not ſban.— 
By all the Angels of yon lofty Sky, 
Where burning Seraphims and Cherubs cry, 
P m of no PORE me i [ am! 


By all thoſe Wonder-monger Saints and Martyrs 
Cut for the Love of God in Halves and Quarters ; 
By each black Soul in Purgatory frying ; 

By ali thoſe whiter Souls, though we can't ſee em, 
Singing their Ave- Mary and Te-Deum 
On yon bright Clouds—T ſwear I am not lying. 


No! 


A 
* 
S 


(a) 

No l free as Air the Mosx ſhall ſpread her Wing, 
Of whom, and when, And what ſhe pleaſes; ſing: 
Though * Privy Councils, jealous of her Note, 
15 ebe of late, a FRANCE for her Throat. 


Let Folly 8 Eagle, Faloial; Kite, 
Hawk—Satire—what you wil!=—ſhall mark her Flighty 
Through Huts or Palaces (tis juſt the ſame), 

With equal Rage, purſue the panting Game; 
And lay (by Princes, or by Peaſants, bred) 

Low at the Ownz x's Feet, the Cucxow, dead. 


ODE To E DMU ND. 


MUCH edified am I by Epxuny Buxxz! 
Well-pleas'd I fee his Patriot-Mouth at work, 
Grinding away for poor Old England's Good. 
He gives of Elocution, ſuch a Feaſt ! ; 
He tells of ſuch vile Doings i in the Faft 
And fights, as *twere for his own Fleſh and Bl:od. 


Sbr:ff, Chout, Lack, Omra, Duſtuck, Nabe, Bunder, 
Crore, ry by leave his Lips in Thunder. 


„ With 
® This is a Piece of ſecret Hiſtory, 


6259 
With matchleſs Pathas, Mon deſcribes the Gag, 
Employ'd by that vile Son of Hypzz N AIG, 
Nam'd Tiyeo0.—Gags ! that Britiſh Mouths deteſt ; 
Occafion'd partly by that Man ſo fad, 
That HasTinGs !—oh! deſerving all that's 
bad— | 
That Villain, Murd'rer, Tyrant, Dog, Wild Beaſt ! 


Poor EDMunDd ſces poor Britain's ſetting Sun; 
Poor Edmund greans,—and Britain is undone / 


Reader ! thou haſt; I do preſume, 
(God knows though) been in a ſnug Room, | 
By Coals or Wood made comfortabl y warm; 
And often fancied that a Storm without 
Hath made a diabolic Rout— / 5 
Sunk Ships tore Trees e a world of Harm. 


ves l thou haſt lifted up thy tearful Eyes, 
Fancying thou heardſt of Mariners the Cries ; 
And figh'd, «© How wretched now muſt thouſands 
cc he | 
, Oh! how I pity the poor Souls at Sea l“ 
When, lo! this dreadful Tempeſt, and his Roar, 
A Zepbyro—in the Key-hole of the Door | 


D * | Now, 
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"Now; may not by MUND' 's Howlings be a \ Sigh 
e through Ep MUND” 8 E for Loaves and 
Fiſhes, 1 


| On which he long hath look'd ih Ebi Eye, 


To fill poor ED MUND's not o er · burthen'd Diſhes ? 
Give Mon a Soy forgot will be Complaint, | 


BRITAIN be ſafe, and HasTINGS Prove a Saint. 


Now for the Drawing-Room-—O Muſe ſo madding, 


Delighted 1 in Digreflion to be gadding. 


N 4a Foxrzscos (brave Names 1) + at- 


tended 


The loft, i in Eures, wonderfully mended. 
The lovely Lapy Craxoks too was there, 


> Teo all the Graces as to Mufic born; ; 


Whoſe Note ſo ſweetly melting ſoothes the Ear! 


Soft a a8 the Robin's 8 to the Bluſh of Mora k” 


_ 


5 . There te too the rare 1 Paar r, 
5 : Whoſe Fingers fair, the Strings ſo nicely pat, 


And Bow, that brings out Sounds unknown at Babe! 


I e not ſo feet : as thoſe of Me. AvzL. 


£4 1 


Dear Maid! the Daughter of that PxIx c x of PR A TS, 


Who Muſic cons, as well as Law; and ſwears _ 
The Girl ſhall ferub no Soul's but Hande I's Airs, 
To whom he thinks our great Compoſers, Cats. 


Id eſt, Sacehixi, Havpn, Bach, and GLuck, 


And Twenty more, who never had the Luck 
To pleaſe the nicer Ears of ſome crown'd Folk: 
Ears, that, like other People's, though they grow, 
Poor Creatures I really want the Senſe to know 
Pſalm-Tunes, ſo mournful, from the Old Black 
Joke. 3 


That 1 Muſic-hunter too — Muſ. D. 
Much-travell'd BuRNE x, came to hear and ſee: 


HE , in his Tour, who found Fon great Protec- 


tors 
Kixcs, Queens, Douxes, MArGRAvEs, Mar - 
GRAVINES, ELECTORS, 


Who aſk'd the Doc rox many a gracious Oueſtion, | 


And treated him with marv lous Hoſpitality ; 
Gueſſing he had as clever a Digeſtion 


For Meat and Drink, as Muſic of rare Quality. — 


Nick wth much Glee the Doctor heard the Ode, 
But turn d his diſappointzd Eyes to > God ; 5 


TENT is 5 8 $97 | 1 


eee „ at” rey 


** — — . 


12 * ” 
— * 
at 


"2 naw 


3 4 . 
And wiſh'd i it TR own "IF with a Sigh t= — 


For, ere to SaiisBURY' s Houſe the Doctor came 


| To get, as Opz-SET TER, enroll'd his Name 
ge | behold the N. edding was ** by. 


Ah how 8 that the Prize was loft ! W 


 Pars0Ns, who 88 daſh'd through thick _ | 


thin— . 
Ecrirsx the ſecond 10 like Lightning # in, 
MIO BuRNE v yur had es tle Mop Poſt. 


Yet, gentle Muſe, let Candour this allow, 
That, though his Heart was mortified enow, 5 
The Doctor did his Rival's Art admire, 0 
And own'd his maiden Crotchets full of Fire — 
Crotchets l though ſweet—alas ! condemn'd to lie 
Hid, like moſt Royal Virtues, from our Eye! 


Crotchets, that fongful Mr. rasen ties 
To Tom's big Phraſe, to make ſublimer Cries: 
Thrice happy Union to entrance the Soul! 
How like the Notes of Cats, a vocal Pair, 
By Boys (to catch their wild and mingled Air) 
Tied Tail to Tail, and thrown acroſs a Nie b 


But where was great S War KYN all this time ? 
Why beard he not the Air and lofty Rhyme ?. oe 
. he 


In 


in 
An 


WC 


154 


Tphe fleek Welſh Deity, who Mufic knows 
The ALEXANDER of the * Tot'n'am Troops, 
Who, tortur'd by his Stampings, Nods, Grunts, 
Whoops, 
Do wondrous Execution with their Bows ? | 


SIR WATKYN, deep in diſmal Dudgeon gone, 
Far in his Cambrian + Villa fat alone: 
To + Mrs. WALs1NGHAM he ſcrubb'd his Baſe, 
Whilſt Anger ſwelbd the Volume of his Face, 
Flaming, like Suns of London in a Fog. 
Of Mrs. WAL$INGHAM he ſung with Ire; 
His Eyes as red as Ferret's Eyes with Fire; 
His mighty Soul for Vengeance all agog. | 


 AcHiLLEs thus, affronted to the Beard, 

His fledge-like Fiſt o'er Ac AME MNON rear'd, 
And down his Throat would fain his Words have 

ramm'd : 

Who, after Oaths (a pretty decent Volly), 

And rating the long Monarch for his Folly, 
Inform'd the King of Men he might be d—mn'd 

Then 


* Sir Watkyn is a Member of the Antient Muſic Concert 
in Tottenham-Street, and much attended to both for his Art 
and Science, 

+ Wynneftay. 

T The Quarrel between the Knight and the Lady was a 
wonderful One——Taniene animis cœlgſtibus ira 2 
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Te hen t to VER Tent majeſtic f rode to ſtrum, "Ip 
Aa bert his Anger opt on Tweedle-dum. | 


RD 1. He aro his Harp (quorh Tom) to Manners 
miley 
To Kings, for babe-like Ln, ſimple ſtybd, 
And grac'd with Virtues that would fill a Tun: 
Io him the Poet humbly makes a Legs: 
Who, Gooſe-like, brooding o'er the fav'rite Egg 
Of Genius, gives the Phoenix to the Sun: 


To bim, who for ſuch Eggs 1s Apps maine, 
And never more delighted than when hatching ; 
Which makes the number ofer'd to the Sun 

So vaſt hy, verily as thick as Peas, 

That People may collect, with equal Eaſe, . 

H 9 noble e tas as one. 


What Numbers Wiſdom to his OP hack giv'n ! 
All hatch'd—ſome living others gone to Heav'n: 
Thus i in the * Pinnick's Neſt the Cuckow lays, 


Then, eaſy as a Frenchman, takes her fight 3 


Due Homage to the Eggs the Pinnick pays, 
. And brings the little Lubbers into Light. 


py, 22 


* A Pird fo calcd} in ſome Countries, tl at attends en 
the W. ſe Bir!, and feeds him. | 
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The Modern Poet hes quoth Tom an, 
Of M—chs, who, with ceconomic Fury, 
Force all the tuneful world to Tor'N' AM Lane, 
And lock up all the Doors of harmleſs * Duunv. | 


Say, why this Cirſe on Drvny” s harmleſs Dorf 
That thus, in Anger, Mr ſhould lock i it ? 
Mus x, are the Tot'n'am-Strect Subſcribers poor ? 855 

Will Drury keep ſome Pence from Tot'r'am's Pocket? 
Doth threat'ning Bankruptcy extend a Gloom 
| Ofer the proud Walls of 'Tot'n'am's Regal Room? 


Perchance tis Max a's Song that gives offence { 
Hine ille Lacrymæ Oh dear—oh dear! 

The Song that once could charm the RI Senſe, | 
Delights, alas! no more the Royal Ear. 

Gods! can a Guinea deaden ev'ry Note, ge 

And make the Nightingale's, a Raven's Throat ! 


But 


* The Ortaterios were to have been performed at Drury- 
Lane, in this Year, under the Conduct of Mr. LINLEV and 
Dr. Ax NOL D.-MA DAM MARA was to have exhibited her 
amazing Powers. This would have been a Death-ſtroke to the 
Pigmy Performance in Tottenham-Court Road. How ſhould 
the Pigmy be ſaved ?—By killing the G:art :—and lo! his 
Death-warrant hath been bgned.——By what Power of the 
- Conſtitution? None! Can the Grand Mongryne do note? 
Duirquid delirant Reges, pledtuniur Achivi. | 


( 32 ) 
| But let me give His M=—y a Hint, | 
Freſh from my Brain's prolific Mint— 

" Subpoſe we Amateurs ſhould, in a F ury, | 
Juſt take it in our Johri-Bull Heads to ſay 
(And lo ! 'tis very probable we may )—" 

& We will have Oratorios at Drury ?” © 


How muſt he look ?—Blank—wonderfully blank; 
And think ſuch Speech an Inſult on his Rank. 
What could he do ?—oppoſe with Ire ſo hot ? 

I think His M——y had better not! 


| Kings ſhould be never in the wrong #— 
They never are, ſome Wiſe-Acres deelare.— 
Pohl ſuch a Speech may do for Birth-day Song ; 
But makes, us Philoſophic People fare ! 
I. DT: I know 


* Yet let us give an Inſtance of wrong Proceeding.—A 
certain K and Q—, inſtead of having Concerts at their 
Palace, in the Style of other Princes, ſuch as the King of 
France, the Emperor, the Empreſs of Ruſſia, & e. have entered 
into a private Subſcription for a Concert in a pitiful Street. 
They pay their Six Guineas a-piece ; and, what is more ex- 
traordinary, get in their Children, as we are told, gratis! 
What is ſtill more extraordinary, they have entered into a 
"Bond for borrowing Two Thouſand Pounds for putting the 
Houſe into a decent Repair; fit for the Reception of the 
K — of the firſt Empire upon Earth. Of whom has this 


Money 


L 
; 
£ 
f 


(<3) 


1 Kue a certain Owner of a Commun; 5 
Not quite a hundred Miles from Windſor Town, 
Who harbour'd of his Neighbour, horrid Notions— 

A Widow Gentle woman who , he ſaid, 

Popp'd from her Window ev'ry Day her Head 
Impertinent, to watch his Royal Motions. | 


« What? what? (quoth 2 TI teach her 
Eyes 
To take my Motions by Surpriſe 
One cannot breakfaſt, dine, drink Tea, nor ſup, 
But, whip! the Woman's Head at once is out, 
To ſee and hear what we are all about := + 
Pl cute her of that Trick—and block her up.“ 


Mad as His Military GRACE * 
For e ev'ry Phce 


| 3 From 


Money been borrowed ? Marvelling Reader ! of the poor Mu- 
ficians Fund !—which Money n:ight have been placed out at a 


much ſuperior Advantage. Let me add, that the Subſcribers 
order à formal Rehearſal previous to every Concert; ſo that, 


in fact, they get a double Concert for their Money ;—un- 
doubtedly, to the vaſt Satisfaction of the Fingers of the happy 
CRAMER, BoRGHr, SHIELD, CE RVETTO, &c. who, in 
this Inſtance, earn their Money not very unlike the patient and 
laborious Animal called a Drayhor/e. 


* Duke of Richmond. 
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From Dockyards46 a Neceſſary Houfe-s | 
The M- ch dreamt of nothing bee W. 
The Huey: Spit in Pettic6ats to maul, 

And make her eagle Pride crawl fue a Louſe. 


Now Woörkmen came, with formidable Stones, | 
To block up the poor Widow Jonrs— 


55 Who mark'd this dread Blockade, and, with and ron, 


And to the Cauſe of Freedom true 
One of the Old Hen's Chicks fo blue, 


Faſt as the K buik up, the Dame pull'd down: 
*Twas up twas don Yrwas up again twas down, 


Much did the Country with this Battle ring, - 
Between the vitiant Widow ard the 1 
That Admiration rais'd in Windſor Town: 


The mighty, batt ling Br ouchf ons and the 
SL Ac ks, 


: Ne'er knew more Money betted on their Backs. 


Sing, Heavnly Mie, how ended this Array! © 


Juſt as it happens, faith, nine Times in ten, 
When Dames ſo ſpirited engage with Men— 


That ie the valiant Wipow won the Day. 


"The 3 — could not the Wonmn . 
But found himſelf moſt ſhamefully defeated 4 


Then very wiſely he retreated, 
And very prudently gave up the Wall: 
8 Now 


2 


Now fing, OMuſe, the warlike Ammunition 
Us'd by the Dame i in her beſieg d Condition, | 
That on the Holt of vile Invaders flew ; - 


Say, did na God nor Goddeſs cry out, Shams! 
And nobly haſten to relieve the Dame 


From ſuch a reſolute and hoftile Crew ? 


Yes Nr Tux, like her Guardian Angel, kind, 
Join'd the poor Wipew Jexxs, and ran up ſtairs; 
There fiercely caught up certain Earthen Wares, 

And, p'cas'd his fav'rite Element to find, 

Bid, on their Heads, the briny Torrents flow, 
And waſh'd, like Shags, the Combatants below. 


The Goddeſs CLoacina too, fo hearty, 
Ruſh'd to the Widow's Houſe, and join'd the Party,. 
But ſay, what Ammunition fill'd her Hand, 
Much Glory for the Widow to 3cquire, 
To bid the Enemy retire, | 
And give to e Scorn the 1 Band! ? 


What that ſtrong 1 was, the Bard 
Heard as a Secret therefore muſt net tell: 
Nor would he, for a Thouſand Pounds Re ward, 

To Beaux reveal it, or the ſwecteſt Belle. 
Yet Nature poſſibly hath made a Snout, 
Bleſt with Sagacity to ſmell it out. 


E 2 Reader, 


38. ) 
. Reader, don't ſtand ſo, ftaring like-a Calf 


Iuhy gaping: Attitude provokes my Laugh | 
Thou think'ſt that Monarehs never can act ill: 
| Get thy Head ſhav'd, poor F ool ! or think ſo ſtill. 


Whether thou deemꝭſt my Kor falſe or true, 
I value not a Ruſh. 
Wilt have another?“ No.” —Nay, prithee do: 
*« I wo''t.”—Thou ſhalt, by Heavens! ſo prithee 
huſh q 


But ere I give the Tale, my tuneful Bride, 15 
Mx Lapy Mus, ſhall talk of Kings and Pride. 


Some Kings on Thrones are Children on the Lap 
Children, that all of us fee ev'ry Day 
Brats that kick, ſquall, and quarrel with their Pap, 
Tearing and ſwearing they will have their N: 
And what, too, their great Reputation rifles, 
KINGS quarrel, To like Children, about 7. rifles. 


3 e tis a terrible Affair 


Por Kingly Worſhip to be kick'd by Fellows | 
Who probably feed half their time on Air, 
MET old Kettles, „ or old W 


5 Lady Pads s a very tay Wen "bs 
Much ple d with People? s ſcraping, bawinge knee- | 


, 
Fruitful 


(37 


pruitful in Egotiſms, and full of W 
HzRx LA rs HI in nought can brook Denial; 
And, as for Inſult, 'tis a killing Trial, 
And more eſpeeially from Men of Rags. 


/ 


For PRI DE, ſuch is her Seinen alas! 

Rather than feel the Kickings of an Aſs, 

Would calmly put up with a Leg of Horſe; 
Though pelting her with fifty times the Force : | 
Nay, though her Brains came out upon the Ground, | 
Were Brains within her Head-piece to be found. 


A KING and a BRICK-MAKER. 
A TA . E 


A Rind, near Pimlico; with Noſe and State, 


Did very much a neighbouring Brick-kiln hate, 


Becauſe this Kiln did vomit naſty Smoak : 


Which Smoik—I can't ſay very neatly bred, : 


Did very often take it in the Head 


To blacken the Great Houſe, and os the K to. | 
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His facred Majeſty would ſputt' ring oy 1 


Upon a windy Day 
$* PH make the Raſcal and his Brick-kiln xg 


P. x take the Smoake—the.Sulphurl1-—Zounds lwws 


It forces down my Throat by Pound. 
My Belly is a down-right Blackſmith's Shop.” 


One Day, he was ſo peſter'd by a Cloud— 
He could not hear it, and thus bawl'd aloud ; 
66 Go,” (roar'd his M——y unto a Page) 
Work'd, like a Lion, to a de lit „ 
4 Go, tell the Raſcal who the Brick-kilh « owns, 
2 That if he dares to burn another Brick, 
Black all my Houſe like Hell, and make me ſick, 
I'll tear his Kiln to Rags, and break his Bones.“ 


Off ſet the Page, and ſoon his Errand told; 

On which the Brick- maker a little bold, 

Exclaim'd, He break my Bones, good Maſter Page! 
7 ſay my Kiln ſhan't burn another Brick, 


5 Becauſe it blacks his Houſe, and makes him fick! | 


« Gc—give my Compliments to MazTzR's Rage, 
« And ſay, more Bricks I ain reſoly'd to burn; 
o And, if the Smoke his - Worſhip” s Stomach turn, 
«To ſtop his Royal Mouth and Snout—— 


66 Nay, more, good PaGgte—His M-——y ſhall find | 
PU always take th' Advantage of the Wind, 


And, dam'nie, try to ſmoke him out.“ 


* 


This 


6239) 
This was a dreadful Meſſage to a k. 
From a poor ragged Rogue that draht in Mud 


Vel, though ſo impudent a Thing, 
The Fellow's Rhet'ric could not be vino. 


Stiff as againſt 0 ene Lopes Bonn, 
This Bx1cK-MAKER went tooth and nail to work, 
And form'd a true Vesvuv1us on the Eye: 

The Smoke in pitchy Volumes rofl'd along, 
Ruſti'd through the Royal Dome with Solphur 


5 ſtrong, 
And then aſcending darken'd all the Sky. 


Thus did this Cloud of Darkneſs deity ſhade 

'The Building for the Lord's Anointed made; 
And blacken'd it, like Palls that grace a Burying 5 

Thus was this Man of Mud and Straw employ'd, 
And, at the Thought fo wicked, overjoy d, 
Of fmoking his Liege Sovereign like a Herring: 


Of ſerving him as we do Parts of Swine, 
Thought, with green Peas, a Diſh extremely fine. 
But lo! this baneful Rogue of Brick, 

Fell, for his Sov' REIGN, fortunately ſick, 

And ere the Wretch could pleaſe his Spleen and Pride 
Of turning Monarchs into Bacon——died. 
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The made __ (quoth Tom) ſubliniely Gngs N 

Olk ſharp and prudent economic Kings, * 

5 Whe a and n and n 1 Bullcks 
And Pigs of ev '"y fort of Breed: 4. 


a — Kings who pride Bemis on fruitful N ; 
Wo ſell ſkimm'd Milk, and keep a Guard fo ſtout 
To keep the Geeſe „ the thieviſh Raſcals, out, 
| Phat ev'ry Morning us'd to ſuck the * Cows: 


of Kings who 4 4 Cabbages and Carrots plant 
Por ſuch as wholeſome Vegetables want -- 
Who feed, too, Poultry for the People's ſake, 
Then ſend it through the Villages in Carts, 2 
To cheer (how wondrous, kin!) the hungry Hearts 
of ſuch as only pay for what they take. nos 


The poet now, quoth Tom's rare Lucubration, 
Singeth Commercial Treaties—Commutation— I 

Taxes on Paint, Pomatum, Milk of Roſes, 
_ Olympian Dew, Gloves, Sticking-Plaſter, Hats, 

Quack Medicines for ſick Chriſtians and ſound Rats, 
And all that charms our Eyes, or Mouths, or Noſes. 

* ST it poſſible Kee this sn to be true ? We v would rather 8 

ive it as apocr.yphat. 
1 Mr. Warton ſays i in FER Ode, 5 Who plant the Civic 


"Baie —but he afſuredly meant | Cabbages and e een 
2 po | | 


n) 
os he modern Bard, ſays Tom, ſublimely ſings 
Of virtuous, gracious; good, uxorious Kings, 
Wholove their Wives ſo conſtant from their Heart. 
Who down at Windfor daily go a ſhopping— 
Their Heads ſo lovely into Houſes popping, - if 
And doing Wonders in the haggling Art. .. 


And why, m God's Name, ſhould not 22 55 and [| 
Kings 5 | 
Purchaſe a Comb, or Corkſcrew; Lake for Cloaks, | 


Edging for Caps, or Tape for Apron-Strings, 


Or Pins, or Bobbin, cheap as other Folks ? 1 
Reader] to make thine Eyes with Wonder ſtare, | 
Farthings are not beneath the Royal Care | 8 * 
Farthings are helpleſs Children of a Guinea : 7 Fo 
If not well watch'd, they travel to their Coſt ! | 
For, lo! each Copper-viſag'd little Ninney = 
Is very apt to ſtray, and to kc: ; li 
Extravagance I never dar'd defend— | Fl 
Fd have a Monarch ſave a Candle-End ; : 1 
Since 'tis an Axiom ſure, the more Folks ſave, M | 
: The more, indiſputably, they muſt have. il 
2 Crown'd Heads, of ſaving ſhould appear Examples; | | | 


And Britain really boaſts two pretty Samples ! | f 
' 


„ The 


b * 
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"hc e et A e en ee 
Of ſweet Exciſemen an obliging Train; 
Who, like our Guardian Angels, watch our Houſes, 
And add another civil Obligation 
That addeth greatly to our Reputation 
Hug, in our Abſenees, our loving Spouſes. 


Reader ! when tir d, Pm fond of taking Breath.—- | 
Now, as thou doſt admire the true Sublime, | 
And, conſequently, my immortal Rhyme, 

* Tis clear thou never can'ſt defire my Death :— 


Swans, in their Songs, moſt muſically die— 
If that's the Caſe then, Reader, ſo might 7. 
Let me then join my Wiſhes—ſtay my Rapture, 


And nurſe my Lungs to ſing a ſecond Chapter. 


| 


In 


In Continuation. 


45 « Grant ne me an honeſt Fame, or grant me 
c none, 
Says Por E (I don't know Gln; a little Li: 3 
Who, if he prais'd a Man, 'twas in a Tone 
That made his Praiſe like Bunches of Sweet-Briar, 
Which, whilſt a pleaſing Fragrance it beſtows, 
Pops out a pretty Prickle on your Noſe. 


Were ſome Folks to exclaim, who fill a Throne, 
«© Grant me an honeſt Fame, or grant me none; 

Such Princes were upon the forlorn Hope, — 
Soon, very ſoon, to Reputation dead ; 

Their idle Laureats, faith, might ſhut up Shop, 

And bid their lofty Genius go to bed. 
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Muſe, this is all well ſaid; but, not t'offend ye, 
I beg you will not cultivate Digreffion— 
Plead not the Poet's guidlibet audendi ; 

For ſurely there are Limits to th' Expreſſion. 
Then ceaſe to wanton thus in Epiſode, 

And tell the World of Mr. WarTon's Ode. 
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( 44 ) 


The modern Poet, Laureat Thomas ſays, 


To Bortany's grand Ifland tunes his Lays, 
Fix'd for the Swains and Damſels of St. Giles, 

Whoſe Knowledge in the Hocus-Pocus At 

ds them from BRI Ain ſomewhat ſudden flart, 
To teach to ſouthern Climes their Miniſterial Wiles: 


Improve the Wiſdom of the Common Weal, 
And teach the ſimple Natives how to ſteal 
The Picklock Sciences ſo dark, explain, 
And to ingenious Murther turn each Brain. 


Quoth Tom again—the modern Poet ſings 

Oft ſweet, good-natur'd, inoffenſive Kings; 
Who, by a Miracle, eſcap'd with Life— 
Eſcap*d a Damſel's moſt tremendous Knife; 

A Knife that had been taught, by Teil and Art, 
To Pierce the Bowels of a Pye or Tart. 


Thus, having giv'n a full Diſplay 
Of what our Laureat ſays, or meant to ſay; 
Pl beg of Thomas to inſtru my Ears, 
Why, in his Verſes, he ſhould call 
The Knights who grac'd the high-arch'd Hall, 
A ſet of * Bears? e 
Why 


* Vid. the Word . in the ad Ode for the New 
Year. | | 


— ſ—— —— — —U—— —— —— on 


( 45 ) 
Why the bold ſteel-clad Knights of elder Days 
| Are not intitled to a little Praiſe, x7 
| Who for God's Cauſe did Palace, Houſe, and Hut 
As welt as Monarchs of the preſent Date, 
Whoſe dear Religion, of which Poets prate, 


Might lodge, without much JPEG, in a Nut- 
ſhell? 


ec What King hath ſmall Religion?“ thou replieſt— 
„„ the Th... thou meaneſt Bard, thou 
40 lieſt. 


Hold, Thomas not ſo furious I know Things 
That add not to the Piety of ..... 

I've ſeen a K. at Chapel, I declare, 

Yawn, gape, laugh in the middle of a Pray'r— 
When inwards his fad Optics ought to roll, 
To view the dark Condition of his Soul ; 
Catch up an Opera-Glaſs with curious Eye, 
Forgetting God, ſame Stranger” s Phiz to ſpy, 
As tho” defirous to obſerve, if Heav'n 

Had Chriſtian Features to the Vilage giv'n; 
Then turn (for kind Communication, keen) 
And tell ſome new-found Wonders to the 


(4) 


. Ah! Peter, Peter,” Liuttat: Thomas cries, 

«© Thou haſt no Fear of Kings before thy Eyes; 

SGreat—Little—all, with thee, are equal Jokes, 

And mighty Monarchs merely common Folks. 

«© Ah! wicked, wicked, wicked Peter, know— 

Know what — F That Monarchs are not merely 
+, bow © Tin 

„ Fouls they poſſeſs, and on a . Scale.” N 

Te this I anſwer, THRONE; with a Tale. 


A Duke of Burgundy ( know not ata) 

Thus on a certain time, addreſs'd a Poet 

* Pm much afraid of that ſame ſeribbling Itch 

© You've Wit but pray be cautious how you ſhow it; 

4 Say nothing in your Rhymes about a King 

<< If Praiſe —tis Lies—if Blame—a dangerous 
Thing.“ | 


; That is, the Dock believ'd the OE uncivil, 

Might kick the ſaucy Poet to the Devil. 
F 5 

PR TER, there” 8 Odds twirt h and ſtark mad— 


| ; . P. 
Who dares deny af N. there is, e 


T. W. 
Thou think'ſt no. Prince, of Common Senſe polſeſt— 


. 


1 
r 
Thomas, thou art miſtaken, I proteſt— 


On STAN1sLAUus the Muſe could pour her Strain, 


Who, dying, ſunk a Sun upon Lorraine: 
Too, like the parted SUN, with Glory crown'd— 
He fill'd with Bluſhes deep th? Horizon round. 
FreDERICK the GREAT, who died the other FO 
Had for himſelf, indeed, a deal to ſay. 

We muſt not touch upon the KinG's Belief— 
| Becauſe (I fear) he ſeldom ſaid his Pray'rs— 

Nor dare we ſay the HERO was no THIET, 
N he plunder'd wy body's Wares. = x 


I'm told the Er EROR is vaſtly wiſe— 

And hope that Madam Fame hath not told Lyes: 
Vet, in his Diſputations with the Dutch, 

The Monarcn's Oratory was not much: 

Full many a Trope from Bayonet and Drum 
He threaten'd—but, behold ! *twas all a Hum. 


Wiſe are our gracious 's ſuperb Relations, 
The Pride and Envy of the German Nations 


People of Faſhion, Worſhip, Wealth, and State — 


Lo what Demand for them, in Heav'n, of late! 


Lo! with his Knapſack, ev'n juſt now departed, 
As fine a Soldier, faith, as ever ſlarted— 


FI | . | Whom 
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| Whom Death did almoſt rend to lay his Claws on 
Old Captain hat's his Name ?— * SAXEHILEERC· 
HAUSEN ?: 
For whom (with Zeal; for Ball- if Warſbip, burning) 
We once again are blacken'd up by Mourning ; 
To ſhow, by Glove; Cloth, Ribband, Crape, and Fan, 
A Peck of Trouble for th'old Gentleman. 


Good-lack-a-daifi re then ! what Dozens 

Our ES hath gere of N Aunts, and Cou- 

1 | 
Egad, if thus thoſe Folks continue dying, 

Each BRITON doom'd to diſmal Black, 

Muſt always bear a Hearſe-like Back, _ * 
And, like een be . crying. 


Great 3 is the Northern gr RE A a confeſs ! 

Much, in her Humour, like our good Quzzx Bess: 
She keeps her fair Court-Dames from getting“ drunk; 

And all ſo temperate herſelf, Folks ſay, 

She ſcarcely drinks a Dozen Drams a Day; 
And, in Love-matters, is a QUEEN of Spunk. 

| | And 

# Great Unele to our moſt gracious . He died in the 
 EmyeRoR's Service. | 
] At an Aſſembly, ſome Years ſince, At Peterſburg, which 


was honoured wich the Ee RE ses Preſence, one of the Rules 
as, That no Lady ſhould come drunk into the Room.” 
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And when on Horſe-back—lo | with many Pride, 
This brave Sx MIR ANMIs doth fit ride! 


Yet like 1 not ſuch Woman for a Wife— 

Such Heroines, in a matrimonial Strife, 
Might hammer from one's tender Head hard Notes ; 

I own my Delicacy is ſo great, 

I cannot in Diſpute, with Rapture, meet 
Women who look like Men in Petticoats. 


Oſt in a learn'd Difpute upon a Cap, 

By way of Anſwer, one might have a Slap—e 
P'rhaps on a ſimple Petticoat or Gown— 

Nay ! poſſibly on MA Anu's being ki/t ! 
And really, I would rather be knock'd down 
By Weight of Argument, than Weight of Ia 


I fa wat Dames whoſe Converſation runs 
On Battles, Sieges, Mortars and great Guns— 
The milder BEAUTIES win my ſoften'd Soul; 
Who look for Faſhions with deſiring Eyes; 
Pleas'd when on Wigs the Converſations roll, 
Cork Rumps, and * and Lovers 
Sighs. 


Lovz | when I marry, give me not an Ox— 
I hate a Woman like a SENTRY-Box; , 
| „„ N 


Her ſmalleſt Beauties are the Charms of Pace: 


7s 80 ZE 95 


Nor can 1 deem the Dau a charming Creature 
Be | Whoſe hard Face holds an Oath in ev'ry Feature, 
In Women—Angel- ſweetneſs let me ſee - Oo 
No galloping Horſe-Godmothers for "in * 
Ion I cannot brook ſuch manly Belles 
= As MADE MOISELLE D*Eoxs, andHanxNan SNELLS. 
l Men are there, (how ſtrange are- Love's De- 


7 . 


erees ! ) 


Whom vulgar, coarſe Jac n NT LE won N pleaſe; 


| 1 5 
How dif*rent, "IP dee thy. Fern ſo fair! 


That triumphs in a Love-inſpiring. Air; 


F Superior beaming evin where Thouſands ſhine— 


Thy Form !—where all the tender Graces play, 
That, bluſhing, ſeem in ev'ry Smile to oy 


is 


= Bchold | we boaſt an Origin divine * 


Zin 655 the Quzzn oF a ANCE—A a Gem, 5 
With rev rence let me hail that charming Queen, 


Bliſs to the King, and Luſtre to her Race: 


Though Venus gave of Beauty half her Store, 
And all the Graces bid a World adore— 


T. W. 


: Heav'r ns 1 why abroad for Virtues muſt you roam F 


P. P. 


Becauſe I cams find them, Tom, at Hae. 


I beg 


Pei We” 


1 
I beg your Pardon—yes—the Prince or WaLEs - 
(Whoſe Actions Imile n on SCANDAL'S 
Tales) * | 
Ranks 3 in the Muſe's Favour, high— 
**T wiſh ſome Folks, that I ſhould name with Eaſe; 
Bleſt with bis Head—bis een Pow'rs to 
pleaſe _ | 
Then PtTy's Soul would ceaſe from many a Sigh. 


The crouching Courtiers, that ſurround a Throne; ; 
And learn to ſpeak and grin from ons alone, 
Who watch, like Dancing-Dogs, their Maſter's 
Nod— 
Pe ready now; if Horſe-whipp'd from hate Place: 
At CaRLTON-Housz to ſhew their ſupple Faces, 
And call ehe Px1NcE they vilify, a Gop. | 


T. W. 
Think thou not CAESAR doth the Arts polfeſs ? 


P. P. 
Arts in Abundance! — Yes, Tem yes, Tom,— 
0 
T. W. 


Think'ſt thou not Cs AR would each Joy forego, 
To make his Children happy? 
" 
No, Tom—no. 


G 2 e 


( 5&4 } 
15 „ 
What! nor one Bag, to bleſs a Child beſiow 7— 
P. P. 18885 

Heav' n help thy F olly Ino, Tom—no, Tom— 
8 |; 

The ſordid Souls that Avaries — ” 

Would gladly graſp their Guincas i in their Graves * | 


Like that 614 GREEE-A4 miſerable Cur, 
Who made himſelf his own Executor. 


4 Cat is with her Kittens much delighted; 
She licks ſo lovingly their Mouths and Chins: 
At ev'ry Danger, Lord! how Puſs is frighted-— 
She curls her Back, and ſwells her Tail, and grins: 
Rolls her wild Eyes, and claws the Backs of Curs 


Who ſmell too curious to her Children's Furs. 
* 


This happens whilſt her Cats are young, indeed; 
But when grown up, alas! how chang'd their Luck! 
No more ſhe plays at Bo-peep with her Breed, 

Lies down, and mewing bids them come and ſuck. 


No more ſhe ſports and pats them, friſks and purs; 

Plays with their little Tails, and licks their Furs; 

But when they beg her Bleſſing and Embraces, 
Fpits, like a dirty Vixen, in their Faces. 


Nay, 


C 1 9 


Nay, after making the poor Lambkins fly, 

She watches the dear Babes with ſquinting Eye; 
And if ſhe ſpies them with a Bit of Meat, 

Springs on their Property, and ſteals their Treat— 
No more a tender Love ſhe ſeems to fee 

The Dev'l, for ber, may eat 'em at a Mea 

With all her Soul—the Jade, ſo wond'rous faving, 


Cries, Off! You now are at your own Beard- | 
«© ſhaving.” | 


ty | 
So—to ſome K this Evil doth belong— 
Th' Intelligence is good, I make no doubt— g- 
Who really love their Offspring when they're youngy 
But loſe that fond Affection when they're ſtout ; 
Far off they ſend them—nor a Sixpence give— | 
I wonder, Thomas, where ſuch Mo- xs live! 


« 3 r 43 tat 


Should ſuch one, Thomas, come acroſs thy way, 

And for thy Flatt'ry, offer Buts of Sack ; 

Say plainly, that he would diſgrace thy Lay; 
And turning on him thy Pindarick Back, 

Bid, like a Porcupine, thine Anger briſtle, 

Nor damn thy precious Soul to whet thy Whiſtle. 
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CONCLUSION: 
THINK not; Friend Tou, I envy' thee thy 
Rhyme, 
By numbers; I aflure thee, deem'd ſublime ; 
Or that thy Laureat's Place my Spleen provokes + - 
The KING (good Man!) and I ſhould never Quar- 
| rel; | | 
E'en though his Royal Wiſdom gave the Laurel 
To Mr. Tou-A-SrILESs or Johx-A-Nokks. 


Old-faſhion'd; as if tutor'd in the Ark, 
TI never figh'd for Glory? s high Degrees ; 

This very Inſtant, ſhould our Grand Monarque 
Say, «© PETER, be my Laureat, if you pleaſe;ꝰ 


46 "Ns, pleaſe your Majeſty,” ſhbuld be my Anſwer 
«© With ſweeteſt Diffidence and modeſt Grace : 
66 The Office ſuits a more ingenious Man, Sir; 
6 In God's Name, therefore, let bim hae the 
e Place: : 


e Unlike the Poets, is my vaſt Affliction 


« To be a miſerable Hand at Fiction. 


& But, Sir, I'll find ſome Lyric Undertaker; 

& Acroſtic, Rebus, or Conundrum-Maker, 

© Who ott hath rode old Pegaſus ſo fiery, 

& And won the Sweepſtakes in the Lavy's Drany.” 
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